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After the meal we retired to the sitting-room and he said: "It was
Shelley who converted me to vegetarianism. I must have been the only
man who took his poetry seriously because it was mainly women who
attended the Shelley Society. You see, vegetarianism to Shelley, like
marriage and atheism, was a form of poetry. I am always asked how it is that
my opinions have changed so little since my youth. It is because I got to
them by poetry. As I always say, the aesthetic is the most convincing
and permanent. Shelley made his ideas sing, I make them dance. I'm a
little more mature: youdiiijdnven_by_despair, old-age by hope. Despair
will serve a reformer as well as hope. He played the devil with all our
convictions and will be considered, with Morris and the Webbs, the
most effective propagandist the Socialist movement has ever had. He
converted me, not by his suffering, but by the sheer logic of his poetry.
There is no falsehood, no calumny, no torture which the mere expression
of a simple truth does not provoke/'
But when I mentioned Harriet, G.B.S. quickly said: "He proved
himself a gentleman. That action was understood by the other gentle-
men. In fact it gave me the right to suggest to the authorities of University
College, Oxford, that a mural, representing Shelley in a silk hat, with
Bible in hand and leading his children on Sunday morning to the church
of his own parish, would be quite a worthy memorial to the man they
expelled. It would have been as true as most memorials to celebrated
people and certainly better than the pathetic image of a dead and help-
less figure erected at Christ Church Priory. That's the kind of memorial
they'll put up to me if I don't look out and do it beforehand."
As he was talking, I began to wonder what Shelley would have thought
of this disciple of his? "I risked everything on his behalf," Shaw conti-
nued. "At the Shelley Society I shocked them all by publicly declaring
myself a socialist, an atheist and a vegetarian. What chance had I of
getting a foothold in polite society after that? Only by going all out and
giving society no quarter. I praised it for the very qualities it despised."
Yet, I could not help wondering what would have happened if a
despondent Shelley walked into his den? I am convinced that he would
have mocked at his unworldliness, and sent him away weeping. But
I am wrong, for Shelley was of good birth and wealthy and these
qualities appealed greatly to G.B.S.
He went home to his usual rest on the couch in the bay window of
his dining-room, where he threw his head back and completely relaxed.